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He feels that he is assailed by temptation:

I was very weary. A great part of the night I had had a
strong conflict myself with the enemy and great darkness and
heaviness in my soul.

At one moment he is at her bedside, holding her hand
and singing with her:

On this my steadfast soul relies:
Father, Thy mercy never dies;

at the next he is on his knees in his study agonizing in
spiritual darkness for strength to find, with hands groping
through the gloom, the Hands of God's Fatherhood.

He interrupts his history of these appalling days to get
down what he calls:

MY REFLECTIONS BY THE RIVER.

I.  The reality of the existence, personality, and power of the
Devil.

II.  Of the utter insignificance of all other props and helps
apart from God.

III.  That God's mercy displayed in Jesus Christ is the only
ground on which a man can appear before God.

IV.  How the  delusions  and coverings,  hiding-places  and
refuges of lies are torn away by the skeleton hand of Death.

And yet there came to this tempted, half-doubting, be-
wildered, and heart-broken man hours of such wonderful
beauty as cannot be depicted, cannot even be remembered:

By this time she was completely worn out, and I sent them
all out, resolving to have the remainder of the night alone with
her. What passed that night can never be revealed. It will
never be half remembered by myself until the day of Eternity
dawns. It was a renewal, in all its tenderness and sweetness
and a part of its very ecstasy, of our first love. It seemed,
I believe to us both, in spite of all the painful circumstances
of the hour, a repetition of some of those blissful hours we
spent together in the days of our betrothal. Oh the wonderful
things! . . .

I wept, prayed, and believed and exulted. We were in
Jordan as it were together. Evidently she could not bear to
let me go from her bedside or loose my hand. She had come
back, she said, to her first love. I saw how exhausted she was,
and again and again entreated her to consider her poor body